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Blest age! when all men may procure                 85
The title of a Connoisseur;
When noble and ignoble herd
Are govern'd by a single word;
Though, like the royal German dames,
It bears an hundred Christian names,                    90
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout,
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-scai-quoi, Virtu,
White appellations all describe
TASTE, and the modern tasteful tribe.
Now bricklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners,            95
With Chinese artists, and designers,
Produce their schemes of alteration,
To work this wond'rous reformation.
The useful dome, which secret stood,
Embosom'd in the yew-tree's wood,                     100
The trav'ler with amazement sees
A temple, Gothic, or Chinese,2
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on.
And crested with a sprawling dragon;
A wooden arch is bent astride                              105
A ditch of water, four foot wide,
With angles, curves, and zigzag lines,
From Halfpenny's3 exact designs.
In front, a level lawn is seen,
-  Without a shrub upon the green,                          110
Where Taste would want its first great law,
But for the skulking, sly ha-ha>
By whose miraculous assistance,
You gain a prospect two fields distance.
And now from Hyde-Park Corner come               115